Adventures of 


Ranger Rick 


by Sallie Luther 

Ranger Rick took off his backpack and sat 
down on the hot Texas soil. He and Scarlett Fox 
had come to Texas to check out rumors — 
rumors of too many rattlesnakes being rounded 
up and wiped out. His feet were tired, but his 
ears were even more tired — tired of listening to 
Boomer Badger. 

The friends had met Boomer three days 
before. They had stopped to ask him directions 
and he had invited himself along with them. 

He knew a lot about what was going on, all 
right. But he never stopped talking about it. In 
fact, it seemed he never stopped talking at all. 

“Yeah, Rick, old buddy,” boomed Boomer, 
“rattlesnake roundups are something. Whole 
towns join in the fun. There are parades, snake- 
counting contests, camivals, and even side- 
shows. But best of all are the cookouts. First, 


the people go out and catch all the snakes they 
can. Then they chop 'em up, fry 'em up, and 
serve 'em up. And that's fine by me. I'll be glad 
when the last rattler is gone.” 

“That does it!” shrieked Scarlett. She had 
heard all she could stand. The fox whirled to 
face Boomer. 

“Now listen, you know-it-all windbag! Every 
livin’ thing has a place in nature. Just because 
snakes don't walk around on four legs doesn't 
mean they don't deserve some respect. 

“I have never, in all my born days, met anyone 
like you. You tag along when Rick and | are on 
important business. You make us stop every ten 
feet so you can dig some dumb hole. You don't 








like anything or anybody. And you never shut up!” 
Ranger Rick had heard enough for one after- 
noon too. “I need a nap,” he yawned. “Wake me 


- in a little while, will you, Scarlett?” The raccoon 
shuffled off toward a rocky hillside, dragging his 
backpack behind him. 



























Scarlett waved to her chum but didn't answer. 
She was pacing back and forth in anger. “Don't 
you care what's happenin' to snakes out here?” 
Scarlett stormed at Boomer. “We were told 
that folks catch thousands of rattlers each 
year — without givin’ a hoot for how many are 
left. I hear they re stuffed into crates and bags 
and held prisoner for months. Sometimes they 
aren't even fed. And the ones that don’t starve 
to death are treated like freaks.” 

“Well, Miss Priss,” broke in Boomer, “if you 
lived here in the West, you might feel a little dif- 
erent. You can just be walking along, minding 
your own business, and zap! a rattler will strike 
and bite you. Those sneaky snakes are 
an't blame people for wanting to 


weve heard?” 


its mostly because they're bein’ careless. And 
that’s no reason to try to wipe out rattlers. More 
people die from bee stings than snakebites, but 
nobody wants to wipe out bees!” 

Zzzzt, 2222i, 2222t, 22221, 2222t! went an 
unknown something. Scarlett looked behind her 
and saw a diamondback rattlesnake. It was 
coiled and looked ready to strike. 

“Be still” said Boomer, quietly for once. 

“If you just stand still, it might go away.” 

“Go away, my scales!” snapped the snake. 
“Name's Rita— Rita Rattler. And I just wanted to 
thank this fox for having something good to say 
about snakes! We sure don’t get much respect 
around here. Say, could we mosey over to 
those rocks? I'll fry like a fritter if I stay out in 
this sun very long.” 

The animals began to move toward the 
hillside. Rita eyed Boomer, who was waddling 
along close behind her. “Hey, Bigfoot. Watch 
my rattle. It's breakable, you know.” 

Rita coiled up in the cool shade of the rocks. 
Rick was snoring nearby. “Who's the furball?” 
she asked. 

“That's my friend Ranger Rick Raccoon,” 
answered Scarlett. “Tell me, Rita, from a snake's 
eye view... are these roundups as bad as 





“You bet your booties,” hissed the snake. 
“Roundups have almost wiped out rattlesnakes 
in some parts of Texas. And it’s not just around 
here that snakes have problems. There are 
roundups in Oklahoma, Alabama, Georgia, 
Pennsylvania, and other states. The people at 
roundups brag about taking venom from the 
rattlers. They say it is used to help cure cancer. 
But the little bit of venom they collect can't 
make up for all the damage that's done” 

Boomer had gotten bored and was no longer 
listening. He was digging around on the hillside. 

Rita rattled on. “You know what the worst 
part is? There are no breaks for snakes — there 
are hardly any limits on how many can be 
caught or when. Why, just last fall... ” 

Rita paused. Her super senses had picked up 
some strange vibrations. They were coming 
from overhead. Boomer's digging had started 
the pile of rocks rolling. 

“Rockslide,” yelled the rattler. “Run!” 

Scarlett was the first to react. “Rick! Wake 
up!” She shook her sleeping friend and dragged 
him to safety. Boomer had scurried away as 
soon as the first pebble bounced off his fat back. 
But Rita wasn't so lucky. In spite of what most 
people think, rattlesnakes can't crawl very fast. 
She was crushed to death in the slide. 






Boomer didn't know what to say. “Scarlett, 
Rick,” he pleaded, “Pm so sorry. I didn't mean 
to hurt Rita. I just didn't think. Oh, gee. Oh, my. 
What can I do to make it up? Let me come 
with you guys. I'll change. I'll stop complaining. 
lll even stop badmouthing snakes. Maybe I 
can even help in some way. Give me a chance. 
I've seen these roundups. I can tell others how 
bad most of them are.” 

Scarlett looked at the pile of rocks, then 
back at Boomer. “What do you think, Rick?” 
she asked. Then she told the shaken raccoon 
everything that had happened while he was 
sleeping. 

“Everyone deserves a chance, Scarlett,” said 
Rick. “I guess that’s what Rita was trying to 
say. Maybe Boomer can help us put an end to 
rattlesnake roundups. It's worth a try” 

But Scarlett wasn't so quick to forgive. “TIl 
go along with whatever Rick says. But let me 
warn you, Boomer. We work together in Deep 
Green Wood for the good of all animals. If you 
want to play on our team, you gotta play by 
our rules. No more trouble, OK?” 

“It's a deal,” said Boomer quietly. &% 
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